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VII.

Wild beats my heart to trace your steps3

Whose ancestors in days of yore.
Thro' hostile ranks and ruin'd gaps

Old Scotia's bloody lion bore:
Ev'n I who sing in rustic lore,

Haply my sins have left their shed5
And fac'd grim danger's loudest roar.

Bold-following where your fathers led!

VIII.

EDINA ! Scotia's darling seat!

All hail thy palaces and tow'rs5
Where once beneath a monarch's feet

Sat legislation's sovereign pow'rs !
From marking wildly-scatter'd flow'rs*

As on the banks of Ayr I stray'd,
And singing, lone, the lingering hours^

I sheltered in thy honoured shade* .
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